Well, lately the little boy has been sleeping terribly. He would
moan, weep, scream and choke in his sleep. The shivering fits
that came over him were almost convulsive. He seemed delirious
and he would call out, "Don't hurt her , , . Don't kill her. . , .
stop, please stop crying like that."

The frantic mother consulted Mathilde, whom she still takes
for a nurse, Mathilde spent part of the night listening to the boy's
nightmares. Then she woke him gently. She asked him questions.
A woman who has had as many children as she has and who has
loved diem as much knows how to talk to youngsters. The dress-
maker's son told her everything. About a week ago he was put
at the disposal of the guests who occupy the fourth floor of the
hotel where he works. He has to stand by on the landing and
answer the bell. The whole floor, he says, is occupied by gentlemen
and ladies who speak French well but are all Germans. They
receive a lot of people. There are men or women who a ways come
between two German soldiers. And these French people always
have an unatural look in their eyes, as if they were afraid and
didn't want to show it. And they are always taken to the same
room, No. 87, Almost always cries and peculiar noises and moans
can be heard in this room. The noises stop and then go on again
and again. "Till it makes you sick, I swear to you, Madame," said
the child to Mathilde. "The voices of the women they are hurting
are worse than anything. And if you could see the state they're
in when they bring them back. Often they are taken into another
room, and then brought back. It begins all over again. I didn't
want to talk to anybody about it because I'm afraid to think about
it."

That is how we located the torture chamber for this town.

The following day Mathilde asked what advice I would have
given the dressmaker about her son.

"Why, to take him away from the hotel right away," I said.

''Well, I persuaded her to let him stay on," said Mathilde.
"It is so valuable to have a spy in such a place. Especially an
innocent one*"

Mathilde's lips contracted and she gave me a sad, questioning
look. I was forced to tell her she was right.